216	THE FOUNTAIN	ni
"What shall you do to-morrow, Uncle Pieter?" and
while he told her his plans she thought: To-morrow Lewis
will come; perhaps to-night by a late train, and, hearing
the door swing, she turned her head in delight and terror,
"What has become of Alison?" Uncle Pieter said.
He began to talk of Dirk van Leyden's papers.
If it had been Lewis that had come in then, she thought,
he would have been sitting now on that empty chair and I
should have been saying: We will order fresh tea. But I
should add: Let us have it in our sitting-room, Uncle
Pieter; it is cold here. And perhaps, before it was time to
say good-night, Uncle Pieter would go from the room for a
moment, and for a moment we should say nothing; then,
suddenly	
"It's too cold for you here in that dress," Uncle Pieter
said. "You are shivering. Shall we go up to the sitting-
room? We might play a game of piquet. Unless you wish to
go to bed at once?"
"You love piquet?"
"I am very fond if it."
"So am I. We will play. First I will have another cup of
tea. Then	"
But though she sipped her tea until it was cold under
her lip, the entrance-door did not swing again.
"You are playing piquet to please me," the old man
observed as they went upstairs together.
"Nonsense," she replied with a smile. "It's a game that
depends on one's company. It's a perfect game for an
elopement."
They stirred a poor fire and drew chairs close to it. He
shuffled the cards and, with his eyes on them, said:
"I wish you were happier at Enkendaal, Julie."
"Pm all right, Uncle Pieter."
He shrugged his shoulders. "Cut then, child/*
While they played, she tried again to remember what had
been the words of her letter. Were they, in effect, an

